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THE SPRIG OF ROSEMARY.1
ONCE upon a time there lived a man with one daughter,
and he made her work hard all the day. One morning,
when she had finished everything he had set her to do,
he told her to go out into the woods and get some dry
leaves and sticks to kindle a fire.
The girl went out, and soon collected a large bundle,
and then she plucked at a sprig of sweet-smelling rose-
mary for herself. But the harder she pulled the firmer
seemed the plant, and at last, determined not to be
beaten, she gave one great tug, and the rosemary re-
mained in her hands.
Then she heard a voice close to her saying, ' Well ? '
and turning she saw before her a handsome young man,
who asked why she had come to steal his firewood.
The girl, who felt much confused, only managed to
stammer out as an excuse that her father had sent her.
'Very well/ replied the young man; 'then come
with me.'
So he took her through the opening made by the torn-
up root, and they travelled till they reached a beautiful
palace, splendidly furnished, but only lighted from the
top. And when they had entered he told her that he
was a great lord, and^that never had he seen a maiden so
beautiful as she, and that if she would give him her
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